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Some such thoughts as these came to me, at first, in
my curious little glimpse of solitude. I am possessed
by an ampler mood than men commonly know, and
feel that I can fashion the world about me to my
changing whims; my spirit overflows, and seems to fill
the quiet drooping countryside with sudden light and
laughter; the empty road and vacant fields, the golden
atmosphere and blue spaces are my kingdom, and I
can people them at will with my fancies.   Beautiful
snatches of poetry come into my head, and I repeat a
few words, or even only one word, aloud and with
passionate emphasis, as if to impress their significance
and beauty upon a listening host. Sometimes I break
into violent little gusts of laughter, for my own good
pleasure.   At other times  I  sing, loudly and with
abandon: to a petrified audience of one cow and three
trees I protest melodiously that Phyllis  has  such
charming graces that I could love her till I die, and I
believe it, too, at the time.   I brag to myself, and
applaud and flatter myself.  I even indulge in one or
two of those swaggering day-dreams of boyhood in
which one finds oneself suddenly raised to some ex-
traordinary eminence, the idol of millions, a demi-god
among men, from which height one looks down with
kindly scorn on those myopic persons who did not
know true greatness  when  they   saw  it,   sarcastic
schoolmasters and jeering relatives for the most part.
Only by such heightened images, seemingly more
applicable to centuries of riotous life than half an
hour's sauntering, can I suggest in stubborn words